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Hanami 


Rain dripped from the slopping lip of the roof and pooled at the man's sandalled feet. Despite the time of the 
year, and the presence of the cherry blossoms, there was still a chill in the air. Somewhere, behind the thick 
clouds, hung the full moon. Its pure, beautiful light had illuminated the garden earlier in the evening before the 


storm had rolled in. 


Not that the man minded. Evening was the most peaceful time of the day for him, a time when he could rest 
and let his mind drift a little. He would remember his younger days and of all that had happened during them. 


He was in his forties now and retirement beckoned to his weary bones with every passing day. 


But that night, the one beneath the roof of the boy's dwellings, was a night where he didn't need to think of 
leaving his post. For twenty years he'd looked after the young man, watching him grow from an infant and to 
the person the ageing samurai now knew. One day, in the not too distant future, the young man would most 


likely leave to be married and that would be the day that the warrior would also leave. 


He had been twenty when he'd been assigned to look after the Emperor's youngest son. The Crown Prince was 
a rarity, his genetics bringing him the good fortune of fair skin and sun kissed blonde hair. In line with his 


strange colouring, the Imperial Family had given him a name like no other: Oliver. Yet the boy had insisted, for 


one reason or another, on being called Taylor. It was a name, the Family assumed, that had been picked up 


from the wooden packaging of a British shipping company. 


Taylor's standing, as well as his oddities, brought challenges to the Imperial Family. He was at risk of being 
kidnapped or murdered. And so they had asked the twenty-four year old son of their highest ranking warrior 
to walk beside him throughout his life. There had never been a greater opportunity to serve and the dark 


haired man had left his family to join another, far more esteemed one. 


Thunder rumbled through the night and the samurai pulled the black, long sleeved jacket around himself. A 
shiver tickled along his neck and he lifted his eyes from the ground to glance around the darkened garden. 
Cherry blossom petals dusted the shadows, victims of the night's relentless rain. In the distance, he heard a 
bird call. Other than that, nothing. The boy who slept in the building behind him was safe and always had been 
The two swords he carried never left his side, permanently strapped to his hip. Thankfully, he had never had 
to use them in protecting the Family's youngest son. 


He was a proud man, one that would, at some point, bow out gracefully. He would leave the Family's home and 
retire to a small dwelling out in the country where he planned to grow flowers and watch the world go by with 
his partner beside him. They had met when they were teenagers and had spent their life going through the 
storms together. More than anything, he looked forward to the endless time that he would have to spend with 
the man who shared his life. 


A few strands had escaped the top knot in which he wore his nearly black hair. The samurai idly brushed 
them from his face before contemplating the small pot of tea that the Family had left for him. A blanket was 
folded beside the pot and cup, an invitation to ward of the cold. 


Time was moving forward in ways that the warrior had never imagined. Japan was modernising with deliveries 
of rare and exotic goods from around the world. On days when the Family didn't require him, he would walk to 
the docks and watch the great wooden ships glide into the port. There, wooden crates were unloaded, their 

treasures hidden from sight before the ships returned to their origins with hulls full of Japanese wonders. He 


wondered what else he would see before he passed from one life to the next? 


Another rumble of thunder rolled across the sky and the samurai lifted his eyes to the clouds. Despite his 


Tiredness, he was not yet done with the world. 


